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VAD. Ithos and pathos are visible throughout your

works.
TRIS. We have seen some of your eclogues which,

by the exquisite grace of their style, surpass those

of Theocritus and Vergil.
VAD. Your odes have a noble, gallant and tender air,

which leaves those of Horace far behind.
THIS. Could anything   be   more  lovely than   your

canzonets?
VAD. Could anything equal your sonnets ?

THIS. Is there anything more delightful than your

little rondeaux ?
VAD. Or anything so full of wit as are all your

madrigals ?

THIS. You are especially good in the ballade.
VAD. I think you are adorable in bouts-rimgs.
THIS. If only France realised your worth.
VAD. If the age did but render proper justice to great

wits,
TRIS. You would drive through the streets in a gilded

coach.
VAD. We should see the public erecting statues to

you.    Hum !    Here is a ballade, and I should like

you frankly to ...
THIS. Have you seen a certain little sonnet upon the

fever which attacked the princess Uranie ?
VAD. Yes, it was read to me yesterday at an assembly.
TRIS. Do you know its author ?
VAD. No; but I am quite well aware that, to speak

truth, his sonnet is worthless.
THIS. Many people, however, think it admirable.

VAD. That does not prevent it from being wretched ;

and, had you seen it, you would have agreed with me.
THIS. I know I should not at all have done so on this

subject; few people are capable of composing such

a sonnet.
VAD. May Heaven preserve me from producing any

like it!